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matter, feeling like a goat awaiting sacrifice before the
temple of triple matrimony.
"You may as well be resigned to your fate," my brother
Ananta had remarked. "Your written horoscope has cor-
rectly stated that you would fly from home toward the
Himalayas during your early years, but would be forcibly
returned. The forecast of your marriages is also bound
lo be true."
A clear intuition came to me one night that the prophecy
was wholly false. I set fire to the horoscope scroll, placing
the ashes in a paper bag on which I wrote: "Seeds of
past karma cannot germinate if they are roasted in the
fire of divine wisdom." I put the bag in a conspicuous
spot; Ananta immediately read my defiant comment.
"You cannot destroy truth as easily as you have burnt
this paper scroll." My brother laughed scornfully.
It is a fact that on three occasions before I reached
manhood, my family tried to arrange my betrothal. Each
time I refused to fall in with the plans,* knowing that my
love for God was more overwhelming than any astrologi-
cal persuasion from the past.
"The deeper the Self-realization of a man, the more
he influences the whole universe by his subtle spiritual
vibrations, and the less he himself is affected by the
phenomenal flux." These words of Master's often re-
turned inspiringly to my mind.
Occasionally I told astrologers to select my worst periods,
according to planetary indications, and I would still
accomplish whatever task I set myself. It is true that my
success at such times has been preceded by extraordinary
difficulties. But my conviction has always been justified:
faith in divine protection, and right use of man's God-
given will, are forces more formidable than are influences
flowing from the heavens.
The starry inscription at one's birth, I came to under-
stand, is not that man is a puppet of his past Its message
is rather a prod to pride; the very heavens seek to arouse
man's determination to be free from every limitation,
* One of the girls whom my family selected as a possible bride
for me afterward married my cousin, Prabhas Chandra Ghosh.
(Sri Ghosh passed away on January 24,1975 while serving as Vice-
President of Yogoda Satsanga Society of India) Publisher's Note.